Organica Eclipsed 


This amorphous 
sonic world 
that one can only 
half be in 
lifts souls 
to heights 
immeasurable 


This phasing dimension 
thrusts forces 
into the organ 

of duality 
wrenching it 
and soothing it 


What a foolish 
but understandable 
dream 
to wish that one could 
join with this world 


To be nothing but sound 
while still 
being everything 


Reasoning reflected 
and regrets innumerable 
signal ripples 
of flexible principles 


Changing and changed 
the constants linger 
behind tales 
telling of corrupted mirth 


Evolving out 
of shells protecting 
zeroes and ones 
plant flags 
in our blind-spots 


Smashed or sweetened 
we ride the light 
refracted or dampened 


What else could we be 
but musings of madness 
in a mind 
to huge 
to fathom? 


It’s a trip 
tripping on 
contradictory realities 


We’re only characters 
in the fever dream 
of a deity 


Collisions of knowledge 
and ignorance 
are the lenses having us see 
all that is manifest 


We wear eroding suits 
that fall into dirt 
dirt into worms 
worms into soil 
soil into food 
food into us 


Peering at all angles 
diverging into futures 
when paths fork 
the present fractures 


A muddied pool of mundanity 
swirls and grasps 
at crystalline horizons 
hoping to crack 
their favored essence 


Serpentine thought patterns 
slink and slime their way 
up paths forgetting 
to bring down 
and crashing 
the more luminous 


Hollowed out fantasies 
are sucked dry 
their marrow devoured 


The down-pulling force 
reels in ecstasy 
as hopes are drowned 


Now may as well be 
then 
We eat our ancestors 
wrapped up in generations 


The smallest flakes of 
skin 
fall off of us into 
atmospheres returning 


The search for meaning 
is the search for 
a clear conscience 
as we lay in beds 
of death 


Considered to be beyond 
logic 
the meanings of solitary 
gurus 
lack output of capital 


Where sad winds blow 
their learned howls 
only few ever trek 

upwards to know 


On a cliff so high 
most would not dare 
climb to ask 
a wise one what 
they could teach 


Perhaps the point 
is pointing to 
the why of aloneness 
that keeps ears shut 


The deep one of elevation 
stays away from minds closed 


Why wear greens when 
blues keep all the artists 
up at night? 


Why sing songs when 
string quartets melt us 
into sentimental puddles? 


Does the starlight 
caught in our eyes 
still burn from those 
countless miles away? 


Did we forget to 
stop and sigh 
as cool winds found us 
on blazing days? 


Look up 
look in 
look at hummingbird wings 
with eyes so slow 


There is love poetry 
dripping from their fingers 


Rehashed and reopened 
wounds 
make blood puddles 
to serve as ink 
and fortune 


Leave this behind and 
climb stairs of 
solid glassy light 


Sidestep the salute 
to genetic obligation 
and dare to look 
gods in their eyes 


Too far gone 
gone from the architecture of 
morality 


At the bottom of barrels 
and the lowest of lows 
we lunch on 
expectations naive 


We've never remembered how 
to end 
like moments cemented 
into minds 
too beautiful to 
not hallucinate 


Thoughts trying to rise 
bounce back 
off of the limits of reason 


Shackled by logic 
a stormy mind-scape 
combusts with failure 


To reach beyond 
structures of tradition 
is the hated truth 
the despised conclusion 


Too close to each other 
the foundational ones 
grind in dissonance 


A lone tone 
from above or below 
compliments restless beating 
in a beautiful chord 


Why hate the adjacent 
in ignorance 
when inversions 
can rock our souls 
to sleep? 


We will drag our 
golden standards 
through muddy fields 
and bogs 


While we put logic 
on a pedestal 
our hearts scream at us 
to baffle ourselves 


We want our companions 
to be unhinged 
and we wish for 
lovers irrational 


Routed to the last 
the grains of sanity 
fortify themselves 
against thoughts propelled 


Dogmas label with discrimination 
the outside forces 
as impulses to goad 
into submission 


This pretense 
of pretending 
bottles up illness 
fed to machines 
of healing 


We spill the fluids of space 
they spatter and splatter 
moistening the traveling spheres 
that dance with magnetism 


Only debased masters 
hear the intervals pronounced 
as rocks speed through 
immaterial times 


Sharp voices yell at 
dartboards inverted 
missing the mark 
and missing the point 


Not forced and smashed 
into boxes of ease 
the melodies that 

the skies sing 
are a balm wondrous 


Follow the line 
curving and spiraling 
from the minds of 
those brighter 


Welcoming back 
the purely vibrating 
sees us loving 
sees us renewed 


Anger lays in insipid sun rays 
evaporates and huddles 
in clouds resentful 


A murdering of reason 
is the ceremony 
that celebrates 

indignant seething 


Precocious and perturbed 
skies overflow 
with collected rage 
to end this cycle 


Anew it begins 
this annual slaughter 
of the sensible 


A huddled and scared 
retracted humility 


A gorgeous punch 
in the face 


A sunspot flaring 
and knocking out 
the power 
to our machines 
of sloth 


The second never ending 
despite our linear 
and limited 
fleeting grasp 
of its 
being 


The time always passing 
and never stopping 


The time always passing 
on its way 
to catch its tail 


No teaching reaches 
higher into beings 
and being 


Experiences unfold 
in a spectrum manifest 
revolving and evolving 


A life of breath 
light 
and sound 
curls and stretches 
throbbing and bleeding 


What is seen 
is what is made 
by the seeing 


The wild flower 
is blooming alone 
in the shade of a gnarled tree 
that no one ever ventures 
deep enough to 
lay eyes on 


Ignorant of the idea 
of an audience 
its petals spread open 
for the few rays 
of sun 
that reach it 


It needs no applause 
no validation 
it will return 
to the dirt 
no less realized 
than overpriced 
roses 


Sliced up and marketed 
to the empty and hungry 
the Light of the prism 
promises spectral highs 


The world promised 

by this Luminance 

leads into trances 
fulfilling 


The dealers of our dreams 
and needs 
know our souls 
search for soaking 
in these sentiments 


From seed to egg 
lives live crooked 
heading away from 
natural irrationality 
towards intelligences 
digital 


Too fragile and weak 
always torn in two 
by the subjective 

the unworthy and rash 

rage in their 
cages of bones 


Heads smashing 
into ideological walls 
again and again 
this organic viewpoint 
is being surpassed 


